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Worcester’s Illustrated Quarto Dictionary, 
OYEZ! 


Admitted by eminent scholars and the leading literary men of the Old and New World to be the standard Dictionary of the English Language. 
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Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1861, by Lous H, Srerasns, in the Clerk’s Office of the Distriet Court of the United States, for the Southern Distriet of Ne v-York 
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VANITY FAIR. 





HOICE, CURIOUS AND 


VALUABLE BOOKS. 





The subscriber has just received from Eu- 
rope, and now offers for sale at very low 
prices, a vast assortment of books, both new 
and old. 

Among them are fine works of the Latin 
and Greek Fathers, Classics, Theology, Fine 
Arts, Poetry, Drama, French and Italian 
Classics, Bibliogrz ap »hy, Antiquaries, Biogra- 
phy, Heraldry, History, Books of Engray- 
ings, Picture Galleries, &c. Also, a very 
large assortment of English Law Books. 

Catalogues of the same will be issued from 
time to time, and sent to any address gratis 
on application to 

: A ba REEVE, Importer of Books, 
». 138 Fulton street, up-stairs, 
au and Broadway, New York. 





Between Ne 1 





ILLET’S Ss MUSIC 





B STORE. 395 Broadway, 
Pianos, Melodeons, and the largest stock 

of Music and Musical Instruments in the 

Country, at Wholesale or Retail. Cheap for 


Cash. Orders by Mail or Express, promptly 
put up and forwarded. 


ARD & PARRY, PUB- 
LISHERS, 

and Importers, (Successors to H. W. 
(25 Broadway. 
lications, together with all the current mis- 
cellaneous issues of the day at partly re- 


Derby.) 





lish the following: 


POPULAR BOOKS OF WIT AND HUMOR, 








The Wi idow Bedott Papers, 12mo., 

cloth, 100 60 
Mrs. Partington, by B. P. Shillaber, 1 00 60 
The Sparrowgrass Papers, 1 00 60 
Riley’s Humors of the West, 1 00 60 
Broughain’s Humorous Irish Stories, 1 00 60 
Miss Slimmens’ Window, 1 00 60 
Prentice’s Wit and Humor, 1 00 60 
Letters of Jack Downing, 12mo., 1 00 60 
Jack Downing’s Yankee  Nicekos! 1 00 60 


** The want of an authentic and thorough 
History of the Rebe lion for present refer- 
ence and future preservation, is the subject 
of general rem tk.” —Rip Van Winkle. 





The above want has been amply supplied 
for four months past by 


PUTNAWS 
RECORD OF THE REBELLION. 


NOW READY, 
4 Monthly Parts, - ° 

17 Weekly Parts, - - 
and Illustrations, 30 ct 
The first volume will be re: ady ‘October 1. 
A suitable REWARD is offered for any 
DOCUMENT orany FACTS of importance, 
on either the Loyal or Secession side, which 

are 


NOT CONTAINED IN THIS WORK. 


50 cts. each. 
10 cts. each. 


G. P. PUTNAM, Publisher, 
532 Broadway, N. Y. 





({REAT MUSICAL BOX | 


DEPOT. M. J. PAILLARD, 
Importer, 21 Maiden Lane, N. Y. Has for 
sale the most extensive assortment in the 
country, at prices varying at Two to Two 


Hundred and Fifty Dollars, each playing 1, 
10, 12, 16 and 24 airs. 


2, 3, 4, 6, 8, 
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BEACTIFUL TOY BOXES FOR CHILDREN. 
BOXES TO SUIT ALL AGES AND TASTES. 
Call and examine them! 


Fine Gold and Silver Watches Cheap for 
' MUSICAL BOXES REPAIRED. 


ERSONAL BEAUTY, 
HUNT’s “ BLOOM OF ROSES,” 
a rich and elegant color for the cheeks or 
lips. IT WILL NOT WASH OR RUB OFF, 





and when once applied remains durable for. 


years. The tint,is.so rich and natural, that 
the closest scrutiny fails to detect its use. 
Can be removed by lemon juice, and will 
not injure theskin. This is a new prepara- 
tiom used by the celebrated Court Beauties 
of London and Paris. Mailed free, in bot- 
tles, with directions for use, for $1. 

ress, Hunt & Co., Perfumers, 

707 Sansom street, Philadelphia. 





BOOKSELLERS | 


Are selling their own Pub- | 


EORGE WASHINGTON. 


HENRY A. BROWN, 35 Winter street, Boston, Mass., has just issued a first class Engraving, 
being a fac simile of the Renowned*Original STUART’S W ASHING’ TON, at the Boston Atheneum. 
Says Hon. Edward Everett: ‘*The engraving is executed in a very masterly style, and seems to 
me most faithfully to represent the noble original. 


A Price on elegant paper, 50 cents; proofs $2 each. Sent rolled and prepaid anywhere. 





OUR GREAT PREMIUM. 


To any one sending us $9.00 for three subscriptions to Vaniny Farr for one year (or one subscrip- 
tion for three years) we will present a splendid copy of 


WORCESTE R’S ILLUSTRATED QUARTO DICTIONARY, 
which is published at $7.5¢ 
Read the following make es of the work: 








From the ‘‘ Daily Picayune,’’ New Orleans. 

**In fine, we cannot but consider Worcester’s new book as in itself the ‘pure well of English unde- 
filed,’ while the streams that have for ages been flowing into it so copiously, to enrich it and to receive 
from it richness, are so beautifully and ¢ cle arly mapped out and delineated as at once to furnish enter- 
tainment and instruction to the reader.’ 

From the ‘* Mobile Daily Tribune.”’ 

‘We inake no doubt that the work will speedily take its position as the recognized sTaANDARD of the 
English language of the nineteenth century, and have no hesitation in recommending it as not only a 
safe, complete, and reliable guide, but as the « mly such guide within our knowledge.”’ 

Address, LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Pro »prietors of Vanity Farr, 
100 Nassau street, New York. 


WORCESTER’S ILLUSTRATED. QUARTO DICTIONARY, 
which is admitted by eminent scholars and the leading literary men of the Old and the New World to 


be the STANDARD DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE, will be sent as a gift to any person, who 
| will send us $9.00 for three subscriptions to Vanity Farr for one year. 


From the “* Louisville Journal.’ 
‘It is our favorite among the Dictionaries. It is our decided favorite. We are confident we do not 


| 

| 

| nde tvalue Webster’s Dic tionary ; we surely hold it in exceedingly high esteem; but, nevertheless, 
| we prefer Worcester’s on several accounts.’’ 
| 


From the late Hon. Horace Mann. 
July 29, 1850. 


For many years, in endeavored to conform to the 


orthography and pronun 
the highest standard rec« 


all my writing, speaking, and teaching, I have 
ation as contained in Worcester’s Dictionaries. I suppose them to represent 
gnized by the best writers and speakers in England and in this country. 

| From Louis Agassis, L.L. D. 

I have looked over your great editi 
ing how far it covers the 
our days, when the nom 
Lexicon should embrace 








mn of Worcester’s Dictionary, chiefly with the view of ascertain- 
ground in which I am particularly interested. It is of great importance, in 
iclature of science is gradually creeping into common use, that an English 
as much of it as is consistent with the language we speak. I am truly sur- 
prised and highly delighted to find that you have succeeded far beyond my expectations in making the 
prope r selection, and ibining with it a remarkable degree of accuracy. More could hardly be 
given, except in a scientific Cyclopedia. 
Address, LOUIS H. STEPHEN 


Publishe sx for Proprietors of * V seg 
o. 100 Nassau street, Ne 


VANITY FAIR 


With number 80, ‘* Vanity Fair’? commenced its Fourth Volume. 
The success of this periodical has demonstrated the fact that a first-class 


HUMOROUS ORIGINAL PAPER 


can be sustained in this country. 











y- York. 





VANITY FAIR is the only paper in which the letters of 
RTEMUS WARD 
will appear, being written expressly for it, and every letter will be appropriately illustrated by 
HENRY L. STEPHENS, 
whose extraordinary talent for caricature has stamped him as the 
LEADING COMIC ARTIST OF AMERICA. 
A varied and extensive corps of contributors, comprising many of the LEADING NAMES in the 


literature of this country, together with the TALENTED ARTISTS that have hitherto graced our 
pages, will still be found in 





VANITY FAIR, 
while no effort or expense will be spared by the Publisher to gather around him all the available tal- 
ent in every department that may be found in the whole country. 

To the past we point fearlessly as an evidence of what we will do in the future, with increased fa- 
cilities and the material aid which an appreciative Public has given us. It will be the aim of the Pub- 
lisher to preserve the high tone of the Journal, and while its efforts will be to sustain 

OUR NATIONALITY, 
it will not be found hesitating about striking at corruption or shame in high places whenever the public 
welfare demands it. 

Asking for nothing but what is right, and fearing nothing that may be wrong, we shall strive always 


to be open and just in our censures, while at the same time we shall not hesitate to approve that which 
is honest and true. 


We beg leave to call particular attention to the fact that as 
EVERY ARTICLE, 
EVERY ENGRAVING, 
EVERY JOKE, 
is prepared expressly for us, and paid for, VANITY FAIR is the only 
ORIGINAL ILLUSTRATED HUMOROUS PAPER IN AMERICA. 


Many persons are not aware of this, from the fact that we are frequently copied without credit being 
given, thus furnishing a 
MINE OF WIT, 
to many so-called Comic Publications, which would otherwise die of Inanation. 
TERMS OF SUBSCRIPTION. 






One Copy one year — ae $2 50 
a paid...... 
Two Copies one year (to one addre 238) . “ paid 





Five Copies one year (to one address a unpaid... . 
One Copy one year and Worcester’s Quarto Dictionary... % UNPEIE. ceevoseceve wees 600 


BOUND VOLUMES. 
aia =o na 





Single Volume.. 

e Volumes a, 
Three Volumes (to California) 
Three Volumes and copy of paper one year, books prepa nid only 
Three Volumes " (to 






ooeee$2 00 
-- 500 
ee 8 00 
ose scvccceccee -70 
Calitornia) books prepaid only.. 8 00 
Remittances must be made in Gold, New York or Eastern Currency, or other Currency at New 
York par. Seal all letters securely, and address plainly to 


LOUIS H. STEPHENS, Publisher for Proprietors, 
No, 100 Nassau street, New York. 
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For one who dies from the effects of the 
bullet, ten perish from damp and exposyy 
to night air. 
Pills taken every other night will corre ct all 
disorders of the Liver and Stomach, purify 

and insure sound health to every 
Only 25 cents per Box. 
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rrr AND 
JOURNALS. 


ENLARGED AND IMPROVED. pRicz 
NOT INCREASED. 


with July, 
now in each 


24 PAGES MONTHLY, 


Single copy, 


copies will be 
| gratis. 
scriber in the 
| age. 


lications. 


scope san 
sale and Retail. 


ment of new type 
all orders that they may 


cute 
very lowest prices, and in the 


with, at the 
best style of the art. 


Advertising Rates ot Vanity Pay, 
Title Page, 50 cents per line, occupying }y 
the space across the page. 
Title Page, $1.50 per line, across the page 


Second Page, 25 cents, wide column. 


10 cents, 


Small 


Postmasters, Clergymen, 


others are requested to act as Agents and » 
Clubs for our Journals. 


THE ILLUSTRATED AMERICAN 


PHRENOLOGICAL JOURNAL 
AND LIFE ILLUSTRATED, 


Water-Cure Journal, 
A GUIDE TO HEALTH. 


These Journals commenced new yoly 
been enlarged, 


and haye 


narrow column, 


TH ‘FOR THE 
SOLDIER. 


doses of 


INSTEAD OF 1 





Holloway’ 


WELLS 


Teachers, anj 





TERMS, IN ADVANCE: 


Any person sending Five 
entitled to 


Specimens sent free. 


monthly, one year........ $1 
Ten copies, to separate addresses if desired 


5 





Dollars for tea 
an extra cop 


Add six cents a year for each sub 
British Provinces to pay pot 


FOWLER & WELLS, 
308 Broadway, New-York. 
Agents wanted every where to sell ourpub- 


Send for our Wholesale List an 
Confidential Circular. 


ANTHONY’S, Ni 
e TIONAL DAGU ERREAY, 


Manufacturer of 


~ + te and Ambrotype Depot. No 
501 Broadway, 3 doors South of St. Nicholas 
Hotel. 


DAGUEKREOTYPE CASES, 
APPARATUS, MAT TINGS, 
one SERVERS, &e. 


And Importer of 
PLATE 


S CHEMICALS, 


FANCY FRAMES & CASES, 


PHOTOGRAPHIC PA 
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And materials of every desc cription for 


Paper Pictures and Ambrotypes. 
Views in great variety, Whol- 


Stereo 


RADY’S GALLERY. 


PHOTOGRAPHS, 


AMBROTYPES, IVORYTYPES, 
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643 ears Cor. Bleecker-street. 
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MRS. ROSS STILL AT THE CONTINENTAL HOTEL. 
Epistte 12rn. 


Pumavetpaia, September 21st, 1861. 

Mr. Vanity :—Seein and hearin of so many things this war hes 
spilt and put a stop ter, brung a story that my Uncle Saut told me 
when I was a little gal, fresh inter my mind. Jest arter the war 
of 1812 he was a travelin through Varmount ter Canida on hos- 
pack. Hed rid all day and hadent cum agin a human habitation, 
and he was cleen tuckerd out; when he see a lite a flickerin 
through the woods, he kep his eye on the lite and rid on til he 
cum ter a burnt piece, and theyr was a house, fair and square 
afore him. He lited and hitched his hos, and raped ter the door, 
and a woman cum ter the door and bid him welcum. Theyr want 
a pair of stairs nor partician in the hul buildin, ony what was 
made of coverlids and bed-spreds. The chimney was rite in the 
centre of the buildin, a rousin fire of hickery logs was a burnin in 
the fireplace, which was a big one you better believe, for it run 
half across the house. Theyr was four rosey happy boys (none on 
um seven year old,) a settin in the corner watchin a kittle of bean 
porrage, that was warmin in the pot that hung on the crain. The 
good woman sed her man want around home, jest then, and gin 
my uncle a lantern ter put up his hos, and he went. And when 
he got back inter the house, she hed all the boys a settin on the 
floor with a two galon wooden bow! filled with porrage settin betwixt 
um, and they were eatin away for dear life. He took a seat in the 
chimbly corner, and sot and tosted himseff, and the woman went 
ter work a gittin him some supper. Theyr was a litter of pups up 
in one corner of the room in a basket, and one on um as black as 
a coal, and smarter than the rest jumpt out on the basket and 
wanted ter jine the boys mess. The bigest boy patted the pup, 
and sed poor nigger should have some supper and gin him a sup 
out of his spoon. The youngest boys sed in one voice, nigger 
should wait til they was done he shoodent hev another sup. But 
nigger want agonter be put off, he stuck his nose in betwixt um, 
and they pushed him back ; when he cum agin and one on um gin 
him asound dab on his head with hisspoon. With that the biggist 
boy was as mad as a march hair, and he ketched up nigger, and 





soused him head and heels inter the porrage, when the little one 
yeld out ter the top of his voiee, mother! mother! Tom’s a rebel, 
kos he coodent hev his way hes spilt the supper for the hul on us. 





So you hev got the story jest as it cum from my Uncle Saut’s 
lips, forty year ago. Mr. Vayiry, I was up at cock crow this morn- 
in, ter write ter you; fur that matter its cock crow all night here ; 
for right in front of my chamber winder theyrs a hen yard, and a 




















cock among um that makes noys enough ter be relation ter the 
one that crowd ter Perer. Wal, Ive bin ter the mint. And I see 
gold and silver, jest as it was dug out of the ath. I see it in the 
bar, and in the cuttin mill, and in the stampin mill, and I see the 
women a countin it out, and puttin it inter bags for market. I 
lookd in wonder, sich an aunt heap sed I of human kind, all tend- 
in theyr parts of the business and nothin else. Ef all this nation 
hed been as industrious as this set be, we should hev kept us out 
of war and fitin. Fokes that cungered out sich machines as these 
be, all a workin as smooth as ile could make um, never cungered 
for the devil. 

Wal, I bowd ter the fokes all round and thanked them for theyr 
politeness ter me. (Thank the Lord I larnt in my younger days, 
that fokes hed ter dress accordin ter theyr work ; and here it was 
rite afore me, durty hands make clean money.) Wal, we went up 
stairs inter a room; the fust thing the tendin man wanted was, fur 
me ter write my name in his book. I lookd him over, see he 
was all right, and I put my name down amongst a thousand others. 
Ef I do say it, a lot on um hadent rit any better. Samugt dashed 
off his name for all the world like his old great gransire. Samus. 
as I sed afore is blood, and Ime proud on him. 

Wal, sich a room as this was. Here was the scails of just weight 
sanctioned by Gineral Wasnineton. They was as bright as silver. 
Sed I, wo be ter the man that is tried by sich scails, and found 
wantin. Wal, theyr was the widders mite in a glass case, along 
with a thousand pieces of money, which had been scared up from 
Boston ter Jerico, and all the places betwixt theyr. Wal, we 
walked inter the next room which was pictured all around the 
hul wall with the Presidents of the mint, from the day twas 
started ; and sich an honest set of men as theyr picters made um 
out ter be, was raly worth travelin ten miles ter look on um. But 
when I see the case of medals of gold and silver, that has been gin 
ter this nation by all the furrin powers on this round world for the , 
honner they held us in, a real heart sickness cum over me. I 
must say I growned in spirit, ter think the way we was a standin 
now. I lookd ter Gineral WAsHiNGTon’s picter and as true as Ime 
a livin mortal 1 raly thought I see tears in his blessed eyes, 
and a quiverin of his chin. And ef theyr want in hisson theyr 
was in mine, and I aint ashamed ter own toot. 

I turned ter Samuet, sed I my boy, I must raly go,—sed the lit- 
tle patriot, granmother I could stay hear a hul month. I dident 
know til jest now that America was thought so much on. Why 
granmother! It makes me wish I was a man ; Ide do my best ter 
save the ilag. And sich a look as he gin, showd he was no rebel. 
We walked down stairs inter the street and theyr was a car; on it 
was rit Geraff Colledge. And nothin ter do but we must go. So 
we got inter the car, and we was out theyr ter the gate in no time, 
and when we got inter the house the boy wanted our names, we 
rit um in his book, then we was told visitors was not alowd ony 
ter go out on the ruff, and walk around on the grounds. Samugn 
was dreadfully worked up, hed told me all about the Colledge,— 
and about the close that belonged ter Mr. Gerarr bein all put in a 
glass case. And how nice the boys lookd and sich,—and long cum 
a woman ter take her friend over the Colledge, and ef she want 
huffy when the boy sed she coodent go over it, no critter never 
was, she was a gonter put the committy in the newspaper, twas an 
imposition—she’d cum all the way from New Jersey. Sed I, Ive 
cum farder than that, and Ime disapinted the wust in the world, 
but I anter gonter get riled up about it. I spose the committy has 
been imposed upon by marawders, and they hed ter shet down 
theyr gates. Laws are for roges and intruders, and good people 
hev ter suffer for rebels. She shet up and gin me a look, as much 
as ef ter say I don’t care ter hear your preachin nor vour arge- 
ment. 

Wal, I see the image of Mr. Gerarr as large as life, and his 
sepelcre where his body was laid. Sed I ter myseif, I shood rather 
be laid under a shady tree close ter the Andruscoggin River, and 
hev the consolation ter know that every drop of water that passed 
my narrer bed hed ter be drawd up ter heaven by the warm sun 
afore it could pass that way agin. The awful eco that the footsteps 
of every mortal critter makes, and that unarthly sound of the human 

voice, and his body bein took theyr altergether sent a kind of a 
creepin feelin over me. I should keep clear of walkin around theyr 
of a dark night; tho I don’t beleve a speck in sperits, and 
witches. It’s breakfast time and I must close. 
Your obedient servant, 
MEnITABEL Ross. 


P. S.—I suppose I orter tell ye how the boys come out. My 
uncle sed, theyr mother kept her countenance til she got him al} 
fixed down ter his supper, and then she walked up ter Tom, and 
took him by the ear and gineraled him off behind the curtain and 
told him ter bunk down ter sleep, he shoodent hev a speck of sup- 
per. Theyr want a word come out of his head, and when my 
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Arabella, (who adores the defenders of our Union.)—On! Aveustus, HOW ELOQUENTLY 
Con. DE SHANN DESCRIBES THE ACTION AT BuLi-Rux, AND WITH WHAT MODESTY HE SPEAKS 
On, now I do wIsH YOU WERE A MAJOR—OR CAPTAIN— 


OF HIMSELF ON THAT OCCASION. 
OR—OR SOMETHING ‘ NICE.’” 


This is our Opinion. 


The Louisville Democrat, in a brilliant 
leader, pathetically enquires, “ Can any good 
come out of Louisiana?” If there is any 
good in that state it will come out of it 
forever, at the first opportunity. 





How is this ? 


M. Micuer£t, in his ‘‘ Love,’’ speaking of 
the eye, says—“ The eye, like the heart, is 
embellished by suffering.’’ Then the optic 
which suffers from a Heenan punch must be 
the very acme of beauty! 
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Rice | eee 
Bull Run, again. 


The Tribune, a few days since, had as a 
caption to an editorial ‘‘ The Bull Run affair 
abroad.’’ V. F. wishes, in all seriousness, 
that it had been abroad rather than with us 
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A Dear Change. 
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From being a nation under the rule of an 
old Buck, theSouth is now reduced to a Stag- 
nation, 
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Probably. 
The Land Warrants of the Rebel Soldiers 
at the expiration of their term of service will 
probably be issued by the Sheriff. 





Cry trom Western Rebeldom. 
We want free trade, free speech, free whis- 
hey, free everything, except Fremont. 





Very likely to Run. 
Apert Pixe’s regiment of Creeks. 











uncle got through and sot back ter the fire, she put tother three boys 
around the table aad gin um a treet of wheat flour, short cake, and 
bacon sop. And my uncle sed they dident open theyr lips but 
theyr eyes shined like glass beeds ter think theyd got the victory. 
And nigger went back ter his basket, and his mother laped him as 
quiet as a kitten. Yours. 

M. R. 


mint et Soe at 
AN ADVANTAGE. 

The following paragraph appeared among the despatches from 
St. Louis on the 25th: 

“ Military men bere do not regard the capture of Lexington as injurious, but 
in a mere military point of view, think it an advantage to us.”’ 

We are glad to be thus authentically informed that the annihi- 
lation of MuLiican’s army, the capture of a loyal town, and the 
cleaning out of two banks by which the rebels gain full possession 
of a million or so of ready money—is ‘‘an advantage to us.’’ 
Unless the military men at St. Louis had telegraphed this fact to us 
we probably should never have known it. Mu uican and his men 
are floored, asplendid strategic point is lost, the Union sentiment in 
that part of Missouri receives a fearful shock, the purses of the 
rebels become plethoric with Union gold—no matter! It is ‘‘ an 
advantage to us.’’ Citizens! listen to the military men at St. 
Louis, and be calm. Be contented, be happy. 

For. don’t you see that the fall of Lexington was a brilliant 
manceuvre on the part of the military men at St. Louis? They sa- 
gaciously planned the defence, knowing that the town would fall 
and ‘‘ an advantage’’ be gained to the Government. That is why 
they serenely drank tke pacific cocktail in St. Louis instead of fly- 
ing to the aid of Mutxuicay, who had neither cocktails nor water. 

‘* We may be happy yet !’’ 
Se ee 
Quite at Home. 


A. Prxe among the Creeks. 





THE STAR-SPANGLED BANNER CONTRIBUTOR. 


One of our sensation weeklies announces, in flaming posters all 
over the city, that it is now publishing a ‘‘,thrilling tale” enti- 
tled 
‘“*Tne Brive oF THE Bay; 

Patrior or 1812.’’ 


This idea of wrapping one’s contributors up in the American 
Flag is, it strikes us, one of extreme felicity. How palpitating in 
interest the plot invented by one of our country’s brave defenders ! 
How admirably drawn the characters of him who erst subjected 
himself to being jabbed in sensitive parts of his person by the 
bayonets of a hireling foe! 
Fully impressed with the justice of these reflections, and firm in 
its determination not to be outdone by any sensation weekly what- 
ever, Vanity Farr has made arrangements for the immediate pro- 
duction of 
A Serres or Superior Jokes with New Scenic Errecrs NEVER 
BEFORE ATTEMPTED ON ANY STAGE; BY THE SOLE-REMAINING SUR- 
vivor or 1776, 

together with 

A Cuor1ce Lor or EpPIGRAMS ALTERED TO sUIT THE TIMES; BY A 
Hero or Buena Vista, 

and 

Some Humorous Satures, Squirts, eTc., ON THE Present WAR; BY 
A MAN WHO MIGHT HAVE BEEN AT Butt Run IF HE HAD NOT 
OBTAINED A F'URLOUGH THREE DAYS BEFORE TO GO HOME TO AT- 
TEND TO A MATTER OF BUSINESS, WHICH, BUT FOR HIS PERSONAL 
SUPERVISION WOULD HAVE RESULTED IN THE TOTAL RUIN OF 
Snooxs, Jones, & Co., BUT WHO STILL HAS A VERY ACCURATE 
IDEA OF THE BatrLez. 

Notwithstanding these added attractions the price of Vanity 
Farr will continue to be Six Cents, and Newsmen throughout the 
country will not hesitate to furnish it freely at that rate to all who 
may desire. 


oR THE Warninc Licut. By aA 
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HARDEE MADE EASY. 


DIOTIC im- 
becility on 
the subject of 
weapons is 
the only ten- 
able plea for 
those milita- 
ry advisers 
who have suf- 
fered the cob- 
webs of ob- 
livion to 
gather upon 
the once 
famous bow 
and arrow. 
To ‘‘ hang up 
the fiddle and 
the bow” ap- 
péared to 
them, proba- 
bly, in gene- 
ral orders, 
tied up with 
red tape ; and 
as that is 
about the 
worst of all 
materials for 
a string to a 


bow, military authorities may have been justified, in some mea- 
sure—a tape measure, in fact—for abolishing the latter. A good 
thing it would be, for the service, were certain of our modern mil- 
itary authorities directed to carry out the first part of the order 
referred to, by ‘“‘ hanging up their fiddles,’”’ and retiring into 
private life. 

The revival of the bow and arrow appears to us to be fast be- 
coming a necessity of modern warfare. 

In the first place, because picket-shooting has already become 
that ; and so important a branch of the service could be much 
more effectually performed with the bow and arrow than with the 
rifle, which tells tales, and disturbs with its unseemly noise the 
poor tired sentries enjoying the sleep of virtue on their posts. 

Then, beeause the adoption of the bow and arrow would put an 
end to tiresome discussion about the shape of the bullet and the 
calibre of the rifle, which is fast becoming a great bore. 

Also, on account of the cheapness of material. 

An old proverb says : 

“Where ashes growe, 
Bespeke thy bowe.’’ 


chat hd beer 


Ashes are to be found ‘‘ growing’’ in front of every house in 
New York. 

Likewise, because the terror inspired by the manifest arrow is 
greater than the fear of the unseen bullet. A small bundle of 
arrows will make one quiver. 

Further, because the bow-string is a capital application for in- 
suring silence, and might be very effectively exhibited in the case 
of certain blabbing members of the press. Thus might the arch- 
demon of mischief be thoroughly suppressed by an archer. 

Besides, the bowman is the only kind of man left for a last nov- 
elty in the way of arms and costume. All else has been done; 
from the Zou-Zou Fireman to the Calcium Light infantry man— 
the former fighting in his hose, the latter just outside his glows. 
For a new name in our surfeiting army nomenclature, what now, 
could be finer than ‘‘ The National Sbirri?” And, as the Confeder- 
ate rebels have already enlisted the wild Choctaw and his sym- 
pathies on their side, it might be well for the Federal Government 
to avail itself discreetly of the North-western savage, by raising a 
brigade of mounted bowmen from among the buffalo hunters of 
the plains. Another Bull Run would thus be provided against, 
and the only Bolt would be that shot from the bow of the archer, 
whose motto might be : 

‘Let your BEAUREGARD 
Our Bow Regard.’’ 


These are not the views of an arrow-minded bigot. 





Rumored Separation of General Fremont from his wife. 

It is currently reported and believed that General Fremont in- 
tends to give the rebels ‘‘ Jessie.’’ 

[This was constructed before MuttiGan’s surrender.—Eb. V. F.] 





| 
| 
| 
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THE LITTLE ZOUAVE. 
‘* One little stocky fellow in the Fire Regiment killed thirteea men in thirteen 
shots. He was afterward killed himself.”’—[Daily Paper.] 


I. 


’Twas a little Zouave, of the fireman sort, 
His face powder-blackened, his hair shingled short, 
His brawny chest naked, his eyes flashing flame, 
As over the red field of battle he came, 

Then c-r-r-rack !| went his gun, 

On the banks of Bull Run, 
And the great rebel army was lessened by one. 


It. 

The batteries thundered, the cannon-balls flew, 
The smoke and the dust hid tbe soldiers from view, 
But wheneyer the cloud lifted up, you might scan 
The little Zouave taking aim at his man. 

Then c-r-r-rack ! went his gun, 

On the banks of Bull Run, 
And put a quietus to some rebel’s fun. 


II. 

The day was a scorcher, the men were athirst, 
And the little Zouave often fluently cursed, 
But still he pressed on among shrapnel and shell 
And each time he fired, an enemy fell ; 

For c-r-r-rack went his gun, 

On the banks of Bull Run, 
And every shot told, on the dead-list for one. 


IV. 
The rebels, astonished, remarked, now and then, 
‘*Them red-legged devils fight wuss’n’ our men,’’ 
For they saw that no rebel and traitor could lave 
One-quarter the pluck of the little Zouave ; 

So c-r-r-rack ! went his gun, 

On the banks of Bull Run, 
Making holes in the rascals, to let in the sun. 

v. 

Still forward, bare-breasted and sp’iling for fight, 
The little Zouave battled well for the Right, 
Perhaps it was lucky he never could know 
How our army received a repulse from the foe, 

For, as c-r-r-rack ! went his gun, 

On the banks of Bull Run, 
A minié-ball came, and the Zouave was done ! 

VI. 

There, prone on the field of his prowess he lay, 
In the last fading light of the lingering day ; 
The wound in his forehead was ghastly to see, 
But the little Zouave had done gloriously ! 

And his merciless gun, 

On the shores of Bull Run, 
Had settled the hash of a dozen and one! 


ee Lo Se 
This is Rather Odd. 


Whilst awaiting exciting news from the war districts, let us 
ponder upon this somewhat vague and unsatisfactory announce- 
ment, quoted from a recent Herald: 

A GENTLEMAN ONLY.—To let at — Broadway, a very nice apartment, with 
all the modern improvements 

Who is he? ‘‘ Modern improvements.’ Then he has gas, baths, 
hot and cold, and speaking tubes about his person, or premises. 
When, we wonder, and how did this “ Gentleman Only’’ happen to 
turn into this ‘‘ very nice apartment ?’’ Is he a second floor front, 
or two pair back? We fear he is a Gentleman in name Onty, and 
that is all. Alas! why must he be let? At least, can he not 
have accorded him the sole privilege demanded by that grossly 
abused section, the Confederate States, to wit : that of being ‘‘ Let 
Alone ?”’ 


i 
Pepper and Salt. 
Picket Fighting on Salt River. 
sciatica 
Slow Coaches. 


The ‘‘ hacks’’ of the Press. 
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HUMORS OF THE WAR. 


That they never, O never! were fore’d to 
suspend. 


Butt Ponca. 

“Why, you know that you’d not stand the 
slightest taxation 

That you could get rid of by Repudiation, 

Though of value received in the fullest 
fruition, 

Not paying for that which has gone to per- 
dition.”’ 


Mr. JonaTHAN. 
We know what you'll stand, O my patient J. 
B.! 


Long ago it was proved to a sure Q. E. D.,— 

Taxed houses, taxed pastures, taxed beer and 
taxed bread, 

Taxed roofs for the living—taxed graves for 
the dead ! 


Butt Puncu. 


‘*The cost of your war you expect to defray 

By an Income-Tax, do you, and that who 
will pay ? 

So keen and so smart in all matters of pelf, 

To think of a Yankee assessing himself !”’ 


Mr. JoNATHAN. 
’*Twill be time enough, Joun, when you pay 
your own debts, 
To bother your brains about Yankee assets ; 
And before you instruct us in honesty’s law, 
Think of Sapurer, and Rosson, and Reppatu, 
and Wavau ! 


Burt Puncu. 
‘*T know I am rather a sordid old screw, 


Lending money I care not what for or whom 
to, 


Tue WAY IN wuicH CHARLES AUGUSTUS DOES THE WATERING PLACES THIS SEASON. So the party is solvent, but that is, with Jony, 


A NEW COTTON ECLOGUE. 
Meliboeus—Mn. Joun Butt Puncu.—Tityrus—MR. JONATHAN. 


But Puncu. 


‘‘ Did you ever imagine me lending you money? 
Well, of all Yankee notions that’s far the most funny ; 


Lend you money !—for what when the loan you have gotten? 


Why to throw it away in withholding my cotton !’’ 


Mr. JoNATHAN. 
It happens, my Jony, you're a little before us! 
’*T will be time to refuse, when we ask, Mr. Taurus! 
But it chances just now, O my King of Horned Cattle, 
That we've plenty of cash for the brunt of the battle! 


Butt Puncu. 
‘* Fortune favors the brave, and your courage I own, 
Notwithstanding Bull's Run : but rare fortune alone 
Can afford you success in this maddest of wars, 
You've no visible chance to regain your lost stars.” 


Mr. JONATHAN. 
Fortune favors the brave! ah! you found it was true— 
As for instance at Orleans—at Bunker Hill too! 
And you saw it confirmed when the Sepoys abhorr’d, 
Sent’your women to shame, and your men to the sword. 


Butt Puncu. 
‘* You'll spend all you borrow in powder and ball, 
And then have to show for it—nothing at all. 
What dividends, pray, are you like to declare 
On the debt you'll have sunk and blown into the air ?”’ 


Mr. JONATHAN. 
Sweet economist, hail! that for powder and shot, 
Have spent in your life-time nor tittle nor jot! 
Enguire at the Bank! they will tell you, my friend ! 











+ ae A point indispensable—sine qua non.”’ 
Mr. JONATHAN. 

I know it’s your habit to do what you please— 

Sell coolies to planters and drugs to Chinese : 

And I know that in India—if Burke we believe in, 

One Cuivg, and one Hasrines were noted for thieving. 


Butt Puncu. 
‘* But, hang it, though cash I may lend to the deuce, 
If secure of investment, regardless of use, 
When the object is evil, and hopeless the gain, 
I should be, if I so misemployed it, insane.’’ 


Mr. JONATHAN. 
Turn pirate! turn smuggler! O beautiful Jonn ! 
Stain with blood the white garments your daughters put on !— 
Your daughters, the Ex’ter Hall Ladies of Feeling, 
Who'll weep for the niggers, and wink at the stealing. 

Butt Puncu. 

‘* Last of all, to abuse me, malign, and decry, 
And threaten to whip and to rob by-and-by, 


Is not quite the right way, not the language and tone, 
To get out of me an American Loan.’’ 


Mr. JonaTHAN. 


Last of all, say as little, Butt Puncu, as you can 

Of our African brothers—our vendues of man ! 

We admit that in bodies we havn’t been nice ; 

But your soul's in the market, and cotton’s its price! 


Se ee 
A Question ‘for the Benevolent. 


: When a pirate says he is unprepared to pay the debt of nature 
is it right to give him a neck’s tension? 


eee —— a 


Good tor those who are Stone Blind. 
The ‘‘ Pebble Spectacles.’”’ 
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MAY VEX THE REBEL PRIVATEER. 


Times.—SO THAT NOTHING PRIVATE HERE 


LETTING OUT THE SEALED COMMISSION ; 


AID AND COMFORT FOR THE REBEL ! 


VANITY FATR. 
THE THREE BELDAMS. 

Tribune. —OF EACH SECRET EXPEDITION 

All.—Dovuntr, DOUBLE—NAY, WE TREBLE 





C SSS. 

Ss SCANS 
>< VAS 

SSSA 





—<—> 


WE THREE TRAVEL HAND IN HAND ; 
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Herald.—Posters oF THE SEA AND LAND 
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THE NEW YORK CORRESPONDENT. 


Your true knight of the long-bow. .. the most admirable liar 
of modern days . . . is the man who writes letters from New York 
to newspapers elsewhere. All other falsifiers quail before him, and 
hide the heads of their diminished dissimulation. Compared with 
the splendid recklessness of this giant liar, MuncHausen and 
McArone sink into insignificance, and the truth itself becomes a 
very dubious sort of thing. 

As a general custom letters from New York are written .. . like 
the Tribune’s Charleston and Richmond letters ...in the back 
office of the journal in which they appear ; but this fact can in no 
way account for, or palliate the enormity of untruthfulness to 
which the writers attain. 

We have lately discovered a very perfect specimen of the New 
York letter, in a London paper called the Standard. Of course it 
is all about the War, and of course it was written by a person who 
never saw this country, and of course it is compiled from our daily 
newspapers, and of course it is as full of lies as Jersey is of sand. 

This curious document is dated ‘‘ New York,’’ but the following 
naive statement sets at rest any suspicion the reader may have in- 
dulged, of its being from America : 

*¢ You may rely upon two facts—although no journal dare say what the army 
is doing, yet you may be assured that the army of the West, uader McCLeLian, 
and of the East, under FREMONT, were never so large as to-day, or in a better 
state to do battle.”’ 


After this kind exchange of location for the two generals, our 
gentle dissimulator quietly ignores the battle of Bull Run with all 
its horrors, and prophesies with a saving clause : 

‘« There has been no battle of any consequence, nor will there be. Should I 
be wrong in this supposition every battle won by the Southern rebels is so much 
the worse for them.”’ 


We hesitate to give his next absurdity, for it isa villainous one, 
and can only be admitted here to show the length to which the 
dirty little scrivener can go with his wickedness. As a specimen 
of British manliness, it will pass : 

“ General Scorr is now completely shelved. He would be ordered out of Wash- 
ington only SkwArpD finds his name useful to decoy green officers into his power. 
Scorr is killedoff. From the battle of Lundy’s-lane, in 1812, until now, his 
vanity has ruioedhim. After the Bull Run affair the President asked of Senator 
Baker, of Oregon, “ How can I kill off old Scorr?’’—‘'Stick a red feather be- 
hind him, and he will strut himself to death,’’ was the reply. 
done. ”’ 


This is now being 


What a pledsure it should be to this correspondent to be kicked 
by a decent man! 

The idea he evidently has, concerning wild life in the backwoods 
of New York city, is thus vividly expressed : 

“ Every person who arrives at this port, in steamers or sailing vessels, is 
thoroughly searched, and if secession dispatches were to be found upon him‘ 
he would be hung by the longshoremen, unless the police arrived in time to 
save the guilty one.”’ 


The lynching scenes that daily occur on the sea-beach about the 
lower part of the city are plainly well known in England. We 
can only wish that, if this writer’s statement were true, he might 
speedily ‘ arrive at this port’’ with “secession dispatches.’’ 

Emulating the example of one Roger A. Pryor, who, we believe, 
is still at large, our complete letter-writer now sets himself to utter- 
ing impertinent falsehoods about the other sex. ‘he fine old 
English custom of abusing the defenceless is one of the Briton’s 
dearest birth-rights : 

‘None of the pirates will be hung while Mr. LincoLn is in power. 
timid. 


He is too 
He has two or three worthless brothers-in-law with the Jerr Davis 
crowd, and he is afraid they will be hung if the pirates are strung up. JEFF 
has got the whip in his hand, and while a petticoat rules in Washington, there 
will be no hanging. . . . Yesterday, a judge of one of our city courts was made a 
brigadier general by the President. He went to Washington as a colonel of a 
volunteer drill regiment. He has never seen a parade. He called his camp 
“Mary” after Mrs. LINCOLN, is a pretty good-looking fellow, toted her about 
Washington for a week, and is made a brigadier genera] for it. It is to be hoped 
that his own troops, if they know their true interest, will shoot him in the 
first skirmish—if he gets near his brigade.”” 


Could anything be more elegant and refined, either in matter or 
in manner? Mark the artful introduction of the word * toted,’’ 
to give an American air to the style. 

And here is another neat little lie: 

‘ Both Houses of Congress adjourned on the 6th inst. , at twelve o’elock. The 


last act of the House is to send a committee to wait on the President to ask 
him if he has anything more for them to do. If the committee does not get 








back, the clock is stopped at ten minutes to twelve, and there remains two or 
three hours, until all business is finished, and then it is started again, and at 
twelve, the Speaker declares the house adjourned.” 


Fortunately, nobody will ever believe such puerile stuff. It 
would be a libel upon the common sense of humanity to expect it. 

A glance into the future reveals a very gorgeous and magnifi- 
cent vista to the mendacious muff of the Standard: 

“ After our rebels are whipped out and slavery abolished in our own States, 
Cuba will be annexed inside of six months, and slavery, as well as the slave 
trade, will be abolished in that latitude.”’ 


Truly, a very attractive little programme, and one that reminds 
us faintly of the Herald’s proposition to annex Canada, whip Eng- 
land and France, capture Spain, conquer Russia, Prussia, and Ire- 
Jand, buy Austria and Italy and build a bridge over to Hoboken. 

It is a generally accepted theory that nothing is made in vain. 
We are inclined to receive it, but at the same time we must con- 
fess that it is very difficult to imagine what the uses of some 
created beings may be; and chiefest among these unexplained 
nuisances stand the Southern Rebellion, the bed-bug, and the New 
York Correspondent. 

THE REBUEL VOLUNTIER. 
A Sap Dirty. 
Am :—‘ Ths Female Smugulier.”’ 


I. 

Dressed as a soldier, Jones did go, 

{n soldier’s clothes from top to toe, 
With a sword and musket by his side, 
Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 

Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 

His traitorous country’s pride! 


II. 

‘* Now, what do you want ?” said a Yankee wight ; 
‘* For my native State, I’m going to fight 1” 

He drawed a pistuel, and missed his man, 

Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 

Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 

*T was thus the fight began. 


III. 
‘*O, Davis, Davis! hold my head ! 
Into sacred soil have me buri-ed ; 
Let twelve bold Rebuels my body-bear, 
Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 
Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 
Who’s had a mighty scare !” 


IV. 
** We’re done gone busted, scared and broke !” 
And as these cru-iel words he spoke, 
He laid him down and perishued, 
Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 
Like a Rebuel Voluntier, 
He died, and now he’s dead! 


a ae eae - 
A Tupper on the Times. 
The London Times says : 


** Cotton will flow fast enough to England as soon as the tide once sets in the 
right direction.”’ 


Very true, O Times! but your little difficulty at present is to get 
the ‘‘ tide” to ‘‘set.’’ Even if you accomplish this, it occurs to us 
that, as the ‘‘tide’’ will thereby become a Setter, it won’t run 
along with Bull-dog England for any length of time. 

Seriously, Zimes, your remark is quite as TuppeRiAN as this one, 
which we have invented for you as a dreadful example: ‘A 
man will have no difficulty in arranging his money matters when 
he is once enabled to get all the money he wants.” 





a = 
Sentiment ; by a White-Feather Orator. 
‘‘Some go in for the Union, One and Inseparable ; but all I 
want is a Piece!” 
ee ee 
The Vegetable cherished by ‘“‘Stern Parients,”’ 
The Cant-elope. 
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A LITTLE KIND BUT KEENE CRITICISM. 


N the evening 
of Tuesday, 
september 
23d, LAURA 
KEENE re-open 
ed her flower- 
calyx of a thea- 
tre to an en- 
thusiastic pub- 
lic A single 
sun will open 
the flowers of 
ordinary gar- 
dens—it took 
Seven Sons to 
open this flow- 
er. There are 
many ways of 
opening 
things. Clare 
is opened with 
a corkscrew— 
champagne 
with nippers— 
oysters with a 
k nife—rail- 
roads by a 
celebration in- 
cluding all 
these means 
and objects—and the Fulton Street Meetings by 8 verses of the 
1156th Hymn. But none of these methods of opening, we venture 
to say, are as painful as “The Seven Sons.” 

Do you tell us that it isa fine spectacle? So it is—and with 
the Seven Sisters, makes a pair of them—rose-colored at that. 
But Lavra should set too high a value on herself to think that 
she needs to be looked at through rose-colored spectacles. More- 
over that name will not save the piece from damnation for terrible 
stupidity. 

WorpswortH once met a precociously obstinate little girl who 
insisted on there being seven in her family, in the face of the 
census, and the number of plates laid for dinner—but this un- 
favorite child of English poetry was only theoretically disagreeable. 
She might say ‘‘ we are seven,” as much as she liked, but she could 
not make it so. We are sorry that our admirable Laura can verify 
in fact what the bills assert on principle. If the charming woman 
stood alone on the stage and made a septenary assertion mathe- 
matically incorrect, we could look at her beautiful face, and hear 
her winsome voice, with a full consciousness that we were receiving 
value for the disbursement which procured our orchestra seat. 

But she will not do that. She insists upon producing the Seven. 
She will tell the truth—though it is so far from that kind which 
shames the devil, as to be highly gratifying to that gentleman, 
unless he has lost his appetite for the suffering of mankind through 
wretched jokes. 

One legacy of the Seven Sisters is left over to their miserable 
brethren, which would swamp those bad young men as inevitably 
as the drawing of the elephant prize in Bensamin Woon’s Dela- 
ware Scheme, were their manners not already so dissipated as to 
make the Tombs imminent to them at any rate. We refer to that 
horrible vein cf maundering, dough-face, pseudo-patriotism which 
is protracted from the seven decaye1 gentlewomen of last season, 
into the fraternal sept of the present. Even hack politicians have 
stopped talking ‘‘ nigger.” The word ‘“abolitionist’’ is banished 
from the more refined pot-houses of the Sixth Ward. The only 
organ which continued to grind the melancholy dirge known as 
‘‘Our wronged Southern Brethren,’’ was several days ago laid up 
in ordinary, beside a damaged trumpet wherewith the grinder on 
occasion blew fraternal flourishes. To quote from his classical 
valedictory, it will not be taken down again until ‘‘a corrupt gov- 
ernment shall cease to strike the instrument of labor from the 
hand of industry,’’ till ‘‘ sleeping Lazarus shall come forth,’’ let 
us hope sweeter than when he entered the tomb of party politics. 

O Laura! Is it becoming that your fair hands should take 
down from its shelf of kind oblivion that broken winded sackbut 
of party cant; that your sweet voice should revive the dying 
strain of maudlin disloyalty ; that you, so goddess-like, standing 
erect, should stoop to the feet of rebels trampling on the sepul- 
chre of the fathers, or sit on the shackling, rotten-posted fence of 
dough-face compromise? The fence is not a graceful pedestal for 
anybody in these days, Laura—it is almost prostrate—its boards 
begged or stolen from a dozen knocked-to-pieces platforms are 
more and more tumbling into powder and splinters with every day 
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—they have let down many an unfortunate middle-man upon the 
hard pavement of that new favorite Southern Sammer resort 
which has superseded the New York Hotel, Fort Lafayette. Still 
these unfortunates do not look as badly on the fence as you, O 
our Lavra! We call you ours, because we love you—becanse we 
are proud when you do your best—and we wish to rescue you and 
your fairy grotto of a theatre from the doom of politicians and 
parties who will not acknowledge the day in which they live. 

We have seen you, Laura, in most of your brilliant roles. We 
remember your witching Lady Teaste—almost fascinating enough 
to make a man get old and marry a young wife, for the 
being as happily miser ble as Sir Perer the Petulant. We have 
kissed the hands of all your delicious French Marchionesses —we 
have longed to pluck a ravishing pin-feather from your etherial 
sprites, ‘and dying mention it within our wills’’—yea, we bave 
fallen twice in love with you of 4 single night, first as mother, 
then as daughter, in “ Ogarita, the Wild Flower of Mexico.’ 

Why, sweet Laura, may not this be again? Why parade your 
black goose, sentimentally cackling effete Southern. maudlinisms, 
when you yourself might be the whitest of white swans, swin- 
ming on our applase among the brilliant lights of high comedy ? 

Let the past be the past, O Laura! Arrest that blatant “ nigger” 
—let the * abolitionist’ forget himself and never remember where 
he left it. “Old things have past away—behold,’’ (Oh would we 
could behold it at 624 Broadway !) “all things have become new.” 
Rescue that bright reputation of yours—that fairy grot, your 
theatre, from the style and the fate of corrupt parties, poor cir- 
cuses, and bogus ‘‘ nigger minstrels.’’ All that might have done 
once—but the nation has made up its mind to a different thing 
from dough-face-ism—a little article known as war. Let us not, 
sweet Laura, have to say of you 

‘* Sumter is past— Hatteras is ended—and she is not saved !’’ 


ake of 
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FAST AND PAY. 


A THANKSGIVING-DAY Hymn. 
To-day, September twenty-six, 
Let folks to church repair, 
And great with small their voices mix 
Combined in thankful prayer ; 


Calling upon kind Providence 
Dread war to pacify. 

Aquaria, Sea Lion immense, 
And Hapry Family. 


Let all, with unremitting zeal, 
For their past sins atone. 

A Living Shark, a Living Seal, 
A Mammoth Bear, Samson. 


Nor cease to pray that with our foes 
Again we may not miss it. 

The Monster Snakes, the Albinoes, 
And likewise the *‘ What is It?” 


But, above all, fail not to strike 
Deep in the Book of Jos, 

Who saith we ‘ cannot see his like 
Aught elsewhere on the globe :’’ 


Referring clearly, I'll be bound, 
Unto the mighty Behem- 
Oth which so mildly swims around 
The tank at my Museum, 
ioe 


—— SS  —E 


There it is Again ! 


An old and respectable metropolitan daily has done thus : 


‘¢Ano1nER Nonpescripr.—The Champion from California, brought a being 
which writes with he, she, or its mouth.” 


It is a question whether the nondescript being is as great a 
curiosity as the old and respectable Metropolitan Daily’s nonde- 
script grammar. If the being really writes with ‘‘ he mouth’’ it 
is probable that it reads with ‘‘she ears,’ and talks with him 
nose—which altogether is quite marvelous and beautiful. 





A Uniform Matter. 
Is it any indication, we wonder, of the backwardness of recruit- 
ing just now that so many of the officers of our city regiments 
have Got the Blouse? (Five years under water.) 
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LOVE’S NEW LIGHT. 


ALK not 
about the 
gone romance 

Of pale 
moon, even- 
ing star, 

Soft beams 
upon the 
brook that 
dance, 

And Puesvs 
with his car : 

Those vaunted 
lights of old- 
en time 

Down to 
mere sparks 
have dwin- 
dled, 

Since Chemis- 
try from hum- 
ble lime, 

The Calcium 
has_ kindled. 

Then come to 

me, thy hand 

unite 

With mine, 
my blue-eyed 
flower ; 

We'll wander by the Calcium Light, 

At fifty cents an hour! 


Il. 
No more beseech I thee, my love, 
To meet me, when the Moon 
Her pale disk shows the trees above— 
I am not such a spoon. 
All moons the Calcium doth outvie ; 
Within its beams we’ll stray— 
Or, should its brightness hurt thine eye, 
Beyond its watchful ray ! 
Then come, thy timid hand entrust 
To mine, my blue-eyed flower ; 
The Calcium Light to love is just 
At fifty cents an hour ! 


<_ 


THIS IS COOL. 


The New Yok Times of the 25th inst. contained the following. 
It is cool. Some people might call it icy, but at ail events it is far 
too cool for ‘‘ the mild September :” 

‘*THEe LoNDON TIMES AND ITS AMERICAN CORRESPONDENCE,—Later letters from the 
London Times correspondent at Washington, reprinted elsewhere in this paper, will 
be found to contain various items of information not currently known in this 
country. Mr. Russert has enjoyed unusual facilities for observing what the 
Government is doiug for the defenceof Washingtun. He has no means of know- 
ing the movements of the rebels. The consequence ts that his reports contain de- 
tails of the utmost vatue to the latter ; details which at the present moment, they 
have very imper’ect means of obtaining through any less circuitous channel.” 


Few rebels see the London Times. Then why “ reprint’? Mr. 
Russev’s ‘‘ letters elsewhere ?’’ If the details he sends to the Lon- 
don Times are of the utmost value to the rebels why does the New 
York Times, a journal which the rebels will be pretty sure to see, 
reprint them?’ For the rebels manage to receive the New York 
dailies in some inexplicable manner. We are curious to know how 
the Times can answer these pointed questions, which, in our 
opinion, are crushers. As Mr. A. Warp might observe, ‘‘ kon- 
sistency is a gewel,’’ but consistency and certain New York jour- 
nals had a very serious falling out several moons ago. 








“A Precious Jewel in his Head.” 


fs Among the arrests lately made in Kentucky, we notice that of a 

prominent rebel representative’ bearing the bland name of Sr1- 
veRTooTH. We at once despatched a special artist to draw his 
tooth, which must be a curiosity, as it is stated to be sound upon 
everything but ‘‘ goose.”’ 








“TI LOVES TO SUFFER.” 


Mr. Jas. A. McMasrers, the editor of the Freeman’s Appeal, who 
was arrested on the 18th ult. for treason and consigned to Fort La- 
fayette, seems to be a most extraordinary creature. When the myr- 
midons of the law dropped in upon him, James, who was peacefully 
occupied with paste-pot and scissors, became suddenly wild and un- 
controllable and insisted that he was a desperado of the most fero- 
cious character. Nothing would satisfy James but handcuffs. The 
officers did not wish to visit him with that indignity. But James 
warned them of bloody work if they did not. He requested to be 
held lest he might in a moment of blind fury send some subaltern 
of Justice to an untimely grave. He longed to be loaded with 
chains and cast into the deepest dungeon beneath the castle moat 
—ha! ha! Most men would have preferred to meet the ignomin- 
ious fate of the traitor in as quiet and unostentatious a manner as 
possible. But not so with James. ‘‘ He pleaded,’’ says the're- 
porter, ‘‘ for the privilego of promenading down Broadway, in the 
centre of a hollow square, composed of the four deputy-marshals, 
in order that he might display his gyves to the best advantage.” 
Also, “on his way through Park Row, observing a friend on the 
side walk, he halloed to him and thrusting his shackled hands 
through the window, exclaimed, ‘ There, that is Sewarp’s work!’ ” 

As Mr. McMasrers is so bent upon making a demnition martyr 
of himself, Vanity Fair is good-natured enough to hope that he 
will succeed. To that end we are even willing to give him a sug- 
gestion or two. What does Mr. McoMasrers say, for instance, to 
giving a public entertainment at the Academy of Musi¢ with him- 
self as the principal performer? He might appear with real man- 
acles, dragging a chain and ball at his heels, and recite to the ten- 
der-hearted public his griefs. To illustrate the horrors of the 
Lincotn despotism he could be gagged during the intermissions 
and led about by one of Marshal Murray’s deputies, the audience 
being permitted to feel his chains, as they do Prestidigitateur 
HerrMann’s hats, cards and things, in order to convince themselves 
that there is ‘‘ no deception.’’ ‘lhe trick would not be so clever a 
one, perhaps, as those of M. Herrmann, but so long as McMasrers 
was satisfied no one would object. What we want is to satisfy 
McMasters. 

On pleasant days Mac—excuse the familiarity, incarcerated edi- 
tor—would not, we are sure, be denied the joy of riding down 
Broadwagy chained and gagged as aforesaid, on the top of an ad- 
vertising wagon like those of Barnum and the concert saloons. 
To give the thing a zest he might induce some of the hell-hounds 
of the Administration to perform the act of burning the letter T 
into his naked shoulder. The seared and swollen flesh would 
have a very fine effect indeed, and Mac would plunge -straight 
through pools of tears into the hearts of the sympathetic specta- 
tors. 

The Central Park, too, on Saturday afternoons, would afford an 
extensive field for the exhibition of this traitorous editor's peculiar 
spirit. Nothing would be easier than to get up a little tableau, on 
the raft built for the musicians, illustrative of Mac’s arrest—Mac 
himself as the central figure, loaded down with all the hardware 
customary in the case of the doomed felon, and with his pantaloons 
rolled up to the knee in order to show his tear-inspiring legs. A 
banner flying at the fore, while the raft was engaged in walking 
the water like a thing of life, inscribed with the words : 


G o G Fd & & & S & & = 
8 = 
& “THIS IS SEWARD’S WORK!”’ = 
= & & tt & G G f a & e Sd 


would serve as a synopsis to the show as well as steel the hearts 
of the lookers-on against that tyranny which had caused it. 

If Mr. McMasters will but adopt some of the means we have 
suggested we are sure he will get all the sympathy he deserves. 





a et an 
Snobbles. 


Mr. Snospres of Pennsylvania generally but of no particu- 
lar place particularly, is now aninmate of Fort Lafayette. Snor- 
BLEs achieved his present eminent position by preaching treason 
in New England. Syopsres has been on the Rampage for some 
time past, doing considerable mischief in his small way. As we 
remarked before, he is now in Fort Lafayette, but it isn’t so 
bad for him after all. This is the first steady situation SnoppLes 
ever held. 





News from the Fleet. 


Joun C. BreckinripGE is reported to be ‘* making tracks” down 
southward, from Kentucky, at a pace not to be accomplished even 
by runaway CLAiBorNE JACKSON. hitherto considered the fleetest of 
the fleet. 
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| Fort Lafayette. 


The thoughtless youth who sold copies of 
the New York News in the rural districts ig 
|an inmate of Fort Lafayette, but the men 
| who deliberately published and edited that 
| mendacious sheet are still loose, free as the 
| air they so assiduously endeavored to pollute. 
| This is not right. On the contrary this is 
| wrong. There is no sense in boxing up 
small, impotent traitors while large ones are 
| permitted to infest respectable loyal locali- 
ties. We have said. 
| 
) 





Revival. 


That liquors latterly run slow 
Each tapster doth assever, 

And yet, some happy ones, I know, 
Are active more than ever. 

For, wending by a place where malt 
And mirth were much prevailing, 

I noticed ‘‘ Ale and Porter Vault’’ 
Over the cellar railing. 

ee 
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Apropos. 

In view of General Price’s peculiar mili- 
tary movements, and of the very low figure 
he cuts just now, we think he may be styled 
the Price-current of disloyal Missouri. 

— —EO—— = 
Elijah’s Translation. 

Exisan Purpy believes that “The many 
ought always to rule.’’ Of course he means 
Tammany. 





A mere Matter of Form. 





Wearing Corsets. 








Tue Rr. Rev. Masor Gen’t Furious, oF ARKANSAS, nie 
LION, ALIAS OLD RYE, CALLS AROUND HIM THE FLOWER OF 
GO FORTH AND DO BATTLE IN THE NAME OF Liperty AND Humaniry. 


WITH THE SPIRIT OF REBEL- 
CHIVALRY OF HIS STATE, TO 


EE EE OM A 
An Appropriate Position for Floyd. 


Cheat Mountain. 











COLD COMFORT. 
A Dramatic SKETCH. 


Place, Charleston, 8. C. 
Time, a morning in January, 1862. 
Tae ARGUMENT.—MR, Bcncu, the British Consul at Charleston, writes to his 
friends in this city that the effect of the blockade is feltwith increased severity 
every week, The Southern people are bitterly lamenting their destitute condi- 
tion, from the hardships of which Mr. Buncu himself is not altogether free, He 
apprehends that if the blockade is not speedily raised, there will be no decent clothing 
wn Charleston this winter. Common cotton duck is now the only available material. 
* —Daily Paper. 
’ DRAMATIS PERSON. 
F. W. Pickens, Governor of South Carolina, a gentleman born 
under peculiarly courageous circumstances. 
Ex-Judge A. S. Macratu, formerly quite a respectable man. 


CosTuMEs, 


Pickens.— White linen coat, Marsailles waistcoat, and white duck 
pantaloons, straw hat, blue neck-tie and pumps. 
MaGrata.—White linen coat, buff waistcoat and nankeen panta- 
loons. Palmetto hat, tubular neck-tie and pumps. 
(Scenz.—Section of Meeting Street. Ground covered with snow. 
Mills Houseat F. Peaked and blue-nosed swells attired in light summer 
clothes passing from R. 1st to O. P. side. Icicles pendant from the fa- 
cade of the Mills House. Enter Pickens and Maaratu from opposite 
sides. They meet at C. and shake hands over a little snow-drift.) 
Gov. Pickens, [Shivering|.—F-f-f-fine m-m-morning, Judge. 
Judge Macratu.—Y-y-yes, v-v-very! [Rubs his hands violently 
together.) 
Gov.—-A t-t-trifle c-c-c-cool, [Stoops to remove some snow from his 
shoe) but v-v-v-very b-b-b-bracing. 
Juper.—|[ His teeth chottering| Oh, I d-d-don’t mind the ch-cold. 
[A pause] Y-y-you couldnt lend me that old beaver-cloth over- 
coat of yours, could you, G-G-Govenor ? 





Gov.—Should be hap-happy to—ouf !—ob-oblige you, Judge, but 
Stepuens sent for it yesterday, and he is so delicate, you know, 
that I thought it best to let him ha have it. [Blows his fingers. | 

JupcE.—[Smiles a glacial smile.| Oh, certainly. [Another pause.] 
This is bad news from the capital this m-m-morning. 

Gov.—About Floyd? 

Jupce.—Y-y-—eh !—yes. 

Gov.—He ought never have b-b-been trusted with that money 
at all. 

Juper.—I knew he would r-r-run away. [Slamps his feet.] 

Gov.—We can spare him and the money too, though, b-b-better 
than we c-c-can the b-b-brave f-f fellows who have f-f-fallen on the 
b-b-b-b-b-b-battle-f-f-f-f-f-f—eh ! 

Jupee.—T-t-true, b-b-but there are plenty of others to take théir 
places. The young youngsters playing ab-ab-about us here will 
continue the work,their f-f-fathers have be-begun. South Carolina 
has cause to be p-p-p-proud of her sons! [A naughty litle son of 
South Carolina socks him in the back of the neck wilh a snowball. The 
Judge directs upon the irreverent youth a glance of mild benignity. | 

Gov.—Shan’t we g-g-go in and take a nip, J-ju-judge? [ods 
towards the Mills House } 

Juncr.—Y-y-yes, I f-feel in want of something c-c-c-c-cooling. 
[ They enter the hotel. Scene closes.] 

. ——————— a 

Pleasant for Nixon. 

If Dgn Stone is really the Philosopher's Stone, Mr. Nrxon has 
accomplished-more than many learned persons, who have so long 
sought for that desirable article, In this connection we would like 
to know if Srone allows the buffaloes to occupy his Den? It is to 
be hoped his profession brings him in plenty of Rocks. 





The Game of the South, 
Cribbage. 











